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Not Strictly Ethical, Perhaps, but He Got Results

AMF WHEELER, MACON, GA.—A compnny of negro soldlers, enlled to the

= Nationnl army from south Georgin cotton flields, falled to graep the tech-
nleal military terms of the drilimaster af{ter several days' discouraging work
on the parmde grounds, so Into the
breach sprung Sergt, Thomas Wash-
Ington Jefferson, asplrant for an offl-
cer's commliasion,

“Gimme yo eyes, gimme yo eyes.
All along de line dar, gimme yo eyes "
His volee plerced the chill air with
keen-cut vibrations. In a flash the
260 darkles were alive to whnt was
expected of them. A smile awept up
and down the lnes, then quickly
melted Into a look of stern Immoability.
They had come to Immedinte atten-
tlon. None moved a muscle, Not un eyelush twitehed; not a foot shifted,
They appeared llke soldiers of long experience, necustomed to rigid discipline.

“Now aull along de line dar, Iift dem guns, 1ift dem guns,” Sergt. T. W. J.
threw his hand forward {n anotherconvinclog half semicirele and snnpped his
fingers agnin and again.

Instantly every one of the Georgla eotton fleld patriots shouldered arms
and eagerly awalted the next command. They were an ambitious lot; they
were anxlous to do their best for Uncle Sam.

“Now pint 'em] Make rendy! Let 'em go! All along de line, dar, let 'em
go!” ;

The rifle butts were pressed agnlnst the shoulders, alm was taken and the
triggers snapped. The darkles worked In perfect unison.

"Dirap dem guns, all along de line dor, drap dem guns!” Then after “order
arms" had been properly executed: “Now, shift dem feet, shuffie dem broguns,
right 'bout face!™ And followed: "Glmme yo eyes, gimwe yo eyes! Salute
with dem guns, all along de line dar, salute with dem guns!" As Sergt. T. W.
J. did the Ivory bend and snapped his fingers with more electrifying force and
speed his charge presented arms.

“Sergeant,” sald the drillmaster, congratulating Thomas Washington Jeffer-
#on, it looks mightlly as If your chances of winning chevrons are good. Your
methods are not according to the letter of the milltary decalog, but they cer
tainly attain the same prescribed results.”

Mr. Blue Crane and the Indigestible Bed Spring

AN FRANCISCO.—Mr. Fletcher, who slew his wife and fled to {he wilder-
ness or somewhere, has come back, his pennnece gpparently done. Such was
the rumoer that has stirred Golden Gate park, and it was confirmed by Ser
geant MeGee of the park police.
“Mr. Fletcher,” he continued, “is
the blue crune, Lord knows how
many wives he had, whatever he swal-
lowed he bolted, and that's why he
was called Fletcher,

“Well, after murdering
wife two yenrs ago, he flew
escape punishment or his
congclence. He came back only re-
cently—another Mr. Fletcher. Instend
of standing on one leg In the buffulo
paddock as before, Imitating a twig,
and snapplng up every gopher or field mousge which enme his way, and then
being a twig again, he now abstaing from ment eating, only fish, ns he might in
Lent or in Advent.

“He came and settled in Slattery's pool, down by the race track; stood on
one leg, as In the old days, but only dipplng after fish and eels,

“Lots of things that are nelther fish nor eels get Iuto Slattery's pool.
of them was a bed spring.

“Mr. Fletcher dipped his beak on the bed spring and gave It his usunl one

.
e “Well, Mr. Fletcher is only & biue crane, and bed springs are bed springs,

“The bird may well thank hig stars this night that our friend Kavanaugh,
here, wns Just golng by on his horse at the time. There was the erane fighting
the bed spring in the middle of Slutters’s pool, and the bed spring—half down
the erune's neck—iighting Mr. Fletclhier and refusing to hudge one way or the
other.”
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His Conscientious Scruples Apparently Overcome

LEVELAND.—It took A. E. Giblin, chief clerk of the district deaft appeals

board, ahout three minutes to overcome the consclentlous scruples of a
selective oblector. A man nbour twenty-seven, welghing upwited of 200 pounds
and standing almost six feet, told Mr,
Giblin he didn't belleve In fighting—
it hurts my conscience,” he ex-
plained, .

“You don't Wwant to fight, eh?"’
Giblin asked. *Don't tell me It's your
vonscience, It's your nerve, ¥ .o're
cowardly, that’s all,

“You know what the Huns have
done to the women of Belginm. You
know what they'd do to your mother
and sister If they got the opportunity.
And still you don't want to fight., I'm
ashomed of you!" By this thne Giblin's visitor was all but frothing at the
mouth. He had thrown his hat onto a chalr and squared off for actlon.

*Dou't cull we a cownrd,” he yelled, making a lunge at Giblin. “You've
gone too fur pow with sour talk., I'll make you eat those words."”

Giblin was yecomplishing his purpose, and knew It

“Just a minute,” he sald. “You suggested when you enme in that Ger-
many and the sllles ought to arbitrute thelr diMoulties. Let's arbltrote”

“Arbitrate, — " shouted the visitor. *“I'll mnke you fight"

Then Giblin loughed,

“I knew," he sae'. “if I got you mad enough you'd want to fight. That's
the spirit. When you get to France and the Germans get you mad, you'll ac-
count for n dozen of 'em, Go on home now and get ready to Joln the colors.”

And the eonsclentious objector of a few minutes before, now thoroughly
angry, stumped out of Giblin's office,

DRRAFT AFPEAL

Uncle Now Hopes Community Has Not “Caught On”
AMP PIKE, ARK.—"What _w:n don’'t know won't hurt you,” 18 n maxim

Al

(4 which operates all vight untdl the don't-know person runs lnto someone who
does know and then complications ensue. An officer of a line organization here
recently went home on leave. Among
the members of his household is o dig-
nified, benlgnant old uncle, who Is
universally honored and respected for
his kindness and uprightness. Uncls,
however, is addicted to the fresh-air
cnlisthenics habit,

Every morning he goes out on the
back porch and goes through a pre-
seribed routine of arm movements, In
clvil life the nephew had never given
uncle’'s hablt much considerntion, but
finee his admission Into the military
wervice he has become an expert In semaphone slgnaling. On his first morning
nt home the officer was seated on the back porch when uncle came out, removed
hiz cont and began his exerclse—arms up, arms out, arms ncross the chest, ete,
The offlcer wutlched him lo Increasing astonlshment,

“Wait a minute, uncle,” he said; “you musm't do that"

“Why not? replied uncle. *“I've been dolng It every morning for the past
16 years." 4

’“len." sald the horrified officer to his equally horrified relative, “every
morning for the past 15 years you have been telling the entire nelghborhood to
L
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SUITS THAT LOOK LIKE SPRING.

Here 15 n group of sults for spring
thot even the unpracticed eye—ut a
glanee—will percelve to be quite un-

like the sults of yesterdny, Thelr de-
plgners have wandered Into green
flelds nnd pastures new, gathering

Ideas, and are displaying the results
of thelr wanderings now In suits that
have many Interesting style features.
They nppear to huve centered atten-
tlon on conts and to have agreed that
skirts shall be plain. hang straight, or
show n little narrowlng toward the
bottom, and reach at least to the shoe
top.

In coats the most noticeable Inno-
vation is the uneven line ut the bortom
of the coat skirt. There {8 only an
oceasional coat that 1s even at the bot-
tom edge, but this varlety Is good
style nlways, Another new feature In
conts I8 the fitted-dn Unes at the back,
which are schieved by new methods of
cutting and shaping, that almost vie
with semlfitted models in polnt of num-
bers. There are many conts that foll

to cloge at the front, and some whose |
only closing polnt 1s at the “'ul.-illiue.|

These open models are worn with light
wuisteonts Iin some ar over
bBlouses that pre glimpsed to the walst,

At the left

TS8R,

of the pleture n very
graceful and clever coat has pointed
fronts and s skirt I8 set on to &

styles, Assortments are wide In
gults that every woman may have the
satisfaction of satisfylng her own style
fnd preferences when she makes a se-
lection.

The dressy, keparate silk skirt has
maie a history for itself that Insures
I8 welecome every season, but s
grent day I8 ushered In with spring.
Its rival, the sports skirt, hns pro-
moted it} success for the separate
skirt of sllk is sure nnd deserved, and
there 15 no end to the variety In  ellks
nand color combinntions that make it a
thing of heauty this spring.

Twa or three shades of one color In
stripes and plalds, or combinatlons of
contrasting colors, or colors with cross-
bars in black or white, In ns many de-
signs a8 we find In ginghams, malke
the cholee unlimited, buat 8o fur stripes
have been developed Into the wost at-
tractive of the new skirts,

The season Is dominoated by
styles, ench with many varintlons, One
fs the skirt Isld In plaits about the
walstline nnd the other is the tunle
skirt. The plonited skirt Is not so new
s the tunle, but it Is too good look-
ing, and may be fitted with too much
good style for women to leave It out
of thelr reckoning.

Tunies, like couts,
eyen In length,

ED

nre usunlly un-
They are Ingeniopsly

TUNIC SKIRT OF STRIPED SILK.
Gouble-breasted body ending 1n n belt

across the front, There Is & lttle
ripple in the skirt of the cont, which
slopes upword from the front and
across the back. Some models of this
kind are very short at the back. The
collar and cuffe are of satin with white
polkn dots and the skirt narrows to-
ward the hem,

At the right of the pleture the sult
of serge malntalns more mannish lines,
but reverses the order of things shown
in the other suit. Its cont slopes down
in & curved line scross the back, and
Is one of the longest models shown.
It 15 worn over a low-cut vest of white
waih satin aod bas a satin overcollar.
The edges are bound with narrow silk
braid and strips of this brald, with
two bone buttons finlsh the cuff. The
akirt 1s plaln and hangs almost
atralght.

_Little sketches elsewhere In the ple-

tire reveu! the diversity of the new |

draped and here the art of the de
signer elther shines or falls, In the
skirt shown above a single plece of
silk is g0 well managed In the droping
that the stripes run disgonally across
the frant and horizontully. meross the
back., A feature to be noted Is the
disposition of most of the fullness In
the tunic at the front of the,skirt and
the sash of sllk, lke the skirt, tied
in a bow of two loops, at the front of
the walst, The square end of the
silk used for the tunlc ls cascaded at
the left side and nicely finished with
A row of small, flat buttons set close
together. The underskirt is plain and
narrow, merely two lengths of goods
sewed together and finlshed with a

three-lunch  hem.
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Beecher Street

<D

By R. RAY BAKER

(Copyright,
per Byndicate.)

If Ethel Drayton had done some real |
rensoning Ingtead of leaping at con- |
clusions and acting on lmpalse, 1t 1a |
likely that her bark of romance, with
Clif Ellrldge in command, would have
sulled serenely down the river of agree-
ableness into the sea of matrimony
without encountering a storm. On the
other hund, that kind of Journey would
not have been real romance—Iit would
have lacked zest—so perhaps It 18 just
us well thut Herman Haortell came over
to Ethel's desk thut dreary, ralny after-
noon In April nnd unfolded the secret.

“I huve something to say that 1s
very disagreealde to me," begun Har-
tell as he brushed n hand caressingly
over his mininture moustache wand
looked down at Hthel's curly brown
hair ¢olled on the buck of her head In
4 business-like knob that served ns a
pencll holder. “Nevertheless,” he went
on, "I feel In duty bound to say it."

Ethel jerked o sheet of paper from
her typewriter and turned her black
eyes up at the head shipping clerk.
The tiny, bristling ridge of hair on
Huartell's upper lip forced a smile (o
her face, but this was dispelled when
Hurtell explained :

“It's nbout Clifford.
night—"

While this conversation was toking
place, the subject of the remurks sat
on a high stool at the other side of
the Lewls Wholesale Puper compuny's
shipping office and poured over a file |
of orders. Out of n corner of hig eye
he saw the head shipplng clerk ap-
prouch the stenographer's desk, and
he frowned.

Hartell leaned over Ethel's chalr as
he revealed the secret, nnd CUT ruffied
his flaxen hair with one hand sand
thrummed on his desk with the other.

Half an hour later CU slipped from
hls stool and into his light overcoat,
Carrying his hat, he approiched Ethel,
who was still busy at the typewriter,
He passed and smiled pleasantly, but
she continued rattling the keys,

“You needn't trouble yourself to
wult for me,” she Informed him in ey
tones without puusing in her work or
looking up. *“I'll be a little late, and
Mr, Hurtell has promised to see me
home,"

Clif's smile vanished. Before he hag
a chunce to reply, she had slipped a
ring from n foger of her left hand and
extended It toward him. She looked
into hls eyes with n sture encrusted
with ice,

I can't weanr this any longer,” she
snid, “after the wuy you have acted
lately. I have heard that all men must
sow wild oats, but I assure you that
my man won't. If you must gawable
and carouse, you can't expect to be-
come my hushond, I have learoed ndl
about your golng to o suloon or gam-
bling den on Beecher street almost ey-
ery nlght, and that's enough for me;
Good-night.”

QI stumbled down the steps to the
street nnd wilked three blocks, heed-
less of the before

You see, last

pouring  raln, he

| came to himself and found the ring
I clasped In his hunod.

Then he stopped
dead still In the middle of 4 street
erossing, undeclded whether to leap in
the river or go back and throw Hers
mun Hortell from the roof of the six-
story Lewls bullding, He to
do nelther; lustead, he for
Beecher street,

Ethel completed her work and was
escorted to her rooming pluce by Huor-
tell, At the door she took hlg hand
and sald enrnestly :

“You don't know how I appreclate
the revelation you have made to me.
I know it must have been hard for
you to come and tell me about seeing
Clifford go Into thut terrible place so
many times; and I am gratetul”

“Don't mention it, please.” protested

decided
Lended

Hurtell, striving unsuccessfully toreach |
| |

his mustache with his tongue.
couldn't bear to see you throw your-
self away on a worthless fellow, 1
save a goml many blocks by cutting
through Beecher street on the
home and that's how 1 happeued to
notice him there™

The next day Ethel falled to appear
at the office, telephoning that she was |
suffering from a hendoache, The suc- |
ceeding day was Supday. The raln
had censed but the weidther had turned
chilly and the sun hid behind eclonds.
Ethel listened In voain for the door-
bell or the telephone, hoping ClIE
wotld appear us he had done each Sun-
day for more than a year, True, she
had told him it was all over; never- |
theless, she had expected him to come |
and make some kind of a protest and
attempt an explanation, The morning |
passed very gloamily for her,

Early in'the afternoon the landlady
summoned her to the telephone, and
Ethel tripped over 8 chalr In her haste
to answer the call,

“This is Mr. Hartell," said the volce
on the wire. “Could I eall on you this
aftersoon?”

“I'm sorry,” she replied, “but I'm
too il to entertain” And she went
back to her room to gasze thoughtfully
at a picture of a fluxen-halred, smil-
Ing youth,

About five o'clock a delegation of
three girls from her Sunday school
class called on her.

“We were anxious to learn If yom
were 11" sald ‘one, “and If not we
wanted you to go with us to visit a
poor family that the class has declded
to help"

| knocked

wauy |

| lows do' means Just as much to Johony

Ethel took decided interest in the ex- |

ecursion when It was explained that the
family Uved on Beecher street,

They walked past the gloomy, riek-
ety wooden dwelllngs, through throngs
of dirty urchins who hooted and mude
fuces at them, and finally came to a
dingy opening that proved to be the
entrance to n flight of stalrs,

Up these steps the girle stumbled,
thelr way lghted by only g few raye
that eifted through the eracks in the
flimsy outside wall. One of the party
nt the door that confronted
them at the top of the stairs,

Footsteps sounded on the floor, evi
dently those of n child, Some one
fumbled at the knob nnd the door was
swung open to reveal i chubby, round-
faced boy of about four yenrs.

A malmed, disreputable toy bear was
gnspended by Its leg from one hand of
the tot, who blinked curiously at his
fonr visitors, The opening of the door
permitted n warm, pungent odor to
penetrate the hall and each of the girls
fnvoluntarily shuddered.

IMFROVED UNIFORM INTERNATIONAL

SUNDAYS(I00L

(By E. 0. BELLEHRSH, Aocting Director of
the Bunday Bchool Course of the Moody
Hibles Institute, Chicago,)

(Copyright] 1518, Western Newspaper Unlom, )
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LESSON FOR MARCH 24

JESUS MINISTERING TO THE MUL-
TITUDES.

LESBON TEX Mark
GOLDEN TE) The won
not to be ministered untc
tar, and tp give his |if
many.—M t. MR
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“Who Iz 1t?" called a volee from L. od cheer:
" " ale intlv salon £ it i= 1, be not afrald —Mark 6:50
within—n weak, plaintive volee, that | “SRMEDIATE TOPIC—H iping the

of a womnn,

The tot, who was clothed in a none
deseript sult of severn]l moterinls and
colors, turned und called

“Tree diris"

“Come right In," answered the volos,
“T am {ll and ecannot come to
door.”

The girls entered and noticed that
the pungent odor increased, The room
wis permented with an unhealthfal
warmth, caused hy keeping all the win-

dows closed and thus conserving the |

heat radigted from
Btove.

The designs on the wall paper had
all but become eradicated by necum-
ulatlion of amoke, grease and dust. On
one wall was n framed plcture of a
young man and womnny, evideotly a
bridal eouple. A row of picture posts
cards was the only other decoration.

A table occupled the center of the
room, and nearby were n three-legged
stool and a dilapidated rocklng chair.
The floor wns covered with a faded
rag carpet

“Here T am,” called the woman, from
the dinglest corner of the room .“Don't
look around. I'm too il to keep the
plece clenn, and Jiohny here 1s too
young"

The girls found her Iying on a nagg
row bed, or rather, a bunke She was
frall and emaciated, but she corried
a pleasant smile of greeting.

Jimmy hovered near, still clinging
to the henr.
picked him up In her armse

“My, my, whant clothes!”™ she mus
mured to herself, but Jimmy overs
henrd her.

“'m donna have new sult,” he aps
pounced. “Muwun’s donna bring it

“Who do yon—" Ethel bLegan, but
at that moment Jimmy, dearing famil-
far sounds on the stalrs, scrambled

the small wood

from her arms and dashed toward the

door.

the |

Ethel, a lover of chlldren, |

{IOR AND ADULT TOPIC—(N
Thiz parable morks the high level of
the yenr of popularity In the life of
']mxr Lord. 1t Is such an Important mir-
nele ns to be the only one recorded by
nll four gospel writers, The returning
diselples (v, 21) are urged by the Mas-
ter to come with him into a desert
place and rest and also that he might
eomfort thelr hearts over the denth of
‘ John the Baptist, “They had no
lelgure,” Jesus knew the need and
algo the proper use of lelsure, but the
multitude wouid not grant him this but
flocked to his retreat In the desert.
They followed that they might listen to
his gracious words, or hehold some new
wonder, but Jesus also saw and min-
istered, (v. 24). Carlyle sald he saw
In England “forty million people most-
1y fools,” Not so with Jesus; he saw
| nnd was moved, not with sarensm, but
with & compaseion that took the form
of teaching (v. 84). It is better to
teach a man how to help himself than
to help the man without the teaching.
We aldo Infer that the =oul of & mnnD
18 of more value thun his body., It 18
not enough, however, to gay "God bless
you; be warmed and fed,” when a man
| ia hungry. Sympathy must issue in ae-
tion.

A Great Task,

John tells us of the conversation
with Phillip. Philllp lived in Dethsaldns
nearby, but to feed this multitude was
too great a tnsk, even with his knowl-
edge and resources (John 6:5, 7). Yet
we need not be surprised at Phillip's

slowness of faith. Moses in n similar
ciige was once nonplussed as to how to
feed the thousands In the wilderness
| (see Numbers 11:21-38). The central
fuct concerns nelther the need nor our
poverty, but the absolute surrender of
our all<however llttle—to God.

Another disciple, Andrew, who had
brought his brother, Simon Peter, 1o

“He hears his mon"” expluined the| the Savior, in his desperation found a

womun on the bed.

“Nearly every | boy

whose mother had thoughtfully

night he brings us food, and some- | provided him with a lunch consisting

times candy or something to wear.

and eame home with hlm, Jimmy told
me his man was golog to bring him a
new sult today.”

The door w
man enterad, | o n
ston]l and guthered the little
arms,

“My maen,” breathed Jimmy, hugging
the newecomer, while Ett
ward In amazement upon recognizing
him.,

“CH ™ she erled,

Clifford Eldridge
burden on
tonlshment that equiled her own,

So It was decreed that 8 home of
poverty ghould bhe the setting for a
proud, sensitive, impulsive girl to ask
forgiveness—and get 1t,

bundle on the
In.= In hils

placed his humnan

Let Children Pick Clothes.
Evervone remembers when he or she |
wias a child how iritating It wus ta
have our parents plek all our clothes
withoat giving us any cholee in the
matter, In the Woman's Home Com-
panion a writer says: “Now, what 1
nm asking for the boys Is this: Take
your sons with yon when you buy
their clothing. Consult thelr tastes
somewhut., Don't let them select any-
thing ridiculous, but give them a
cholee of half u dozen sensible coats
or huts or whatever It may be, Don't
seold them too much If they come home
with the stranps on thelr bloomer trous-
ers unhooked so the trouser legs are
almost long. No donbt the eaptaln of
the basebsll tenm and ‘all the other

He |

found Jimmy on the street one night

lung open and a young |

arted for- |

the foor and stiared in as |

fellows' wenr thelrs that way, Or if
your boy comes up the street with hila
cap over his right enr. while you nra|
telling him that he looks ‘Just like @ |
little street tough' remember It was |
the style that you, yourself followed
last winter, and that *what nll the fal- |

as Parls notes do to you"

" Snakes.

An explanntion of this hallucination
15 offered by the result of French ex-
periments a few years ago, Slxteen nl-
cohalle patlents were examioed with
the ophthalmoscope, and it was found
that the minute blood vessels In the
retina of the eyes were congested, In
this condition they appear black, and
are projected Into the field of vislon,
where thelr movements resemble the
squirming of serpeuts.

Professionad Dignities.

"Dishere cunal boat husiness 1s loom-
In' up right lmportant,” remarked Mr.
Erastus Pinkley. "I specks dars gotta
be some ‘scussion 'bout my employ-
ment.”

“What's the matter with your job?*

“It's u!l right, 'ceppin’ jes' dis. 1
don't want to be ealled ‘n mule driver
no mo'., Hereafter I wants to be
"luded to as ‘a pllot,' *

of five barley blscults and two small
dried herrings (John 6:0). This s B8
great commentury on the tide of inter-
est at this time—that even this hungry
IT"'-\' should have forgotten hls lunch:
the ¢ istinces emphasized the help-
lessness of the disciples In order thut
iight show his power. Tlis com-

Jesus m
| mand *Give e them," (v. tepches

| us that we are to give w we have,
not to look to others, nor to do onr
| charity by proxy (Pro. 11:24. 25)
| Agnin the Savior nsks his disciples to
| soek (v, 3S) as though he would tepel
them the boundless resources of his
kingdom, Glve whnt you hoave and he
| will bless and Increase It to meet the

| necds pf the multitude, The secrel of
sueeecss points to the moment when he
| took the lonves nnd looking up (1o God
| who also saw thelr needs), he blessed
| It

Living Bread,

This conservation process wons o
stinging rebuke to the orientuls, nnd e
belng emphasized In these doys of food
ennservition in cannection with woar
neads, Too long we hiave been prodigsl
of God’s marvelons bounties, God gives
us thnt we may use; and we Jose It an-
less it Is shared. Jesus, the lviog
bread, (John 6:48) will satisfy honger
and give lfe. As bread generntes in
the human body heat, energy, vitality
and power, 8o he will feed the hungry
souls of men. We have nt hand the
Word, It is for lack of it that men die
in the deepest and truest sense of that
Word., The poverty and perplesity of
the disciples in the presence of similar
great need, 18 being repented over and
over agnin, and yet how faithless It f&
We have not enough to feed the multl-
tude. Our few loaves of comfort,
nmusement, counsel, ete., will pot sums--
taln them in the present world's erisiss
but when we break unto them the Hy-
ing bread, it meets the deep hunger of
the humun hesrt; and they will have
enough and to spare If they will only
ent It. In these days when the empha-
gln |s belng lald on material bread for
the sustenance of the nation, there is
grent danger lest we forget the neces-
sity of brenking the living bread to the
sturving multitudes of the world, We
must malntain the supremacy of the
spiritual, or lack the dynamle to pro-
vide the material.

How truoe the words of the late D,
Maltble Davenport Babcock:

Back of the loaf ia the snowy four:
Buck of the flour the mili:
And back of the mill 1s the wheat,
And the ghowers, and the sun,
And the Father's will,

The yroblem which the disciples
ould not meet, Jesus discerned sad
solved. As they co-operated with ldm
und gave of thnt which he had first
blessed, each had & basketfull to take
awly and thus was well repald for
sharing with-the multitude.
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